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STRIPES cat in the cockpit of the high- 
powdered racing car and listened to U»t- 
mmute instructions from Bots Kilman Stripe* 
got hi* name from the fact that he was u*u"HIy 
behind bars in the striped *uit of a prison 
convict. But tine* hit mo»! recent releaVe frocTi 
the penitentiary he had managed to keep Out 
ci the liw'i eye. This, wasn't fc*cau*e he had 
suddenly recognired the difference between 
right and wrong, but rather beCJuve the Boi» 
hid been {rooming h>n for something really 
big and had purposely made the ruthless thug 
keep oat of trouble. 

"*Y(M» hare everything straight »~ the Boss 
atkrd with a sinister smile. 

"Don't worry." Stripes granted. 
"Now remember." the Bots taid. "you don't 
have to win thit race. You just haw to come 
in belter than seventh to qualify for the big 
money race neat week." 

"I know. I know." _S tripe* said imfaatiently. 
"And that gimmick ft all fixed up to take 
tare of Harris." the Bo*t continued. "Get him 
when he't on the straightway. Nest qualifying 
race well take' car* of Jackson and then 
there'll be no one left to beat u» for the big 
money in r.eit «m» i race." 

"Don't worry." Stripe* 'taid with the lint 
impatience. 

The starting tignal sounded and Stripe* 
nosed hit car down the speedway. Ten other 
cars were participating in the first of two 
qualifying race*, but the only -one he cared 
a^out was car number teven, a thundering 
vtr racer piloied by ace driver Bill Harris. 

A mighty thout went up from the crowd as 
the ten flashing cars roared down the track. 
Stripes took it ea*y and just kept apace with 
the law three ears. There was n5 point in 
straining the motcr when the big stake* 
wtren't up yet. There were four laps to go. 
when he got the signal from the Boss in the 
p;t. Stripes pulled out the throttle "tfiil gt>ded 
pa it ball a dozen other cars.' Now ne was di- 
rectly behind Harris' racer. i{j followed the 
silver streak around the banked turn and 
roared sfl.-r it*down the straightway. 

Harris was about fifteen yards in front of 
him This was it. Stripe* carefully lined up 
Harris' car directly in front of bun and then 



kicked a switch eei the floor. The "gimmick." 
a rifle secretly concealed under the hood and 
pointed directly ahead, hardly made a found 
above the roar of the powerful motor. Sudden- 
ly Karris' car swerved wildly and embed out 
of control through the massive guard rail 
Stripes smiled ai he. heard the explosion. The 
shot was perfect, right through the left 
-*rfe. 

- Stripes went on to finish third wit 
straining his car. Back in the pit. t 
congratulated him. 

"Nice gomr.." he said. "That car > 
a mem. that they won't be able to te" 
happened to it. Harris was pretty badly 
Bp. but the doc said hell poll through.** 

Stripes and the Bote quickly wheeled the. 
racer into the shed and. after making sure that 
no one was watching, r emoved the rifle from 
under the Hood. The Boas stowed It away in 
a tool cabinet and then said with a big laugh. 
~W*U. after we take tare of Jackson tomorrow 
well have a clear field. There's two hundred 
grand waiting for the winner of Saturday* 
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"Uaten." Stripes said, "there are a 
to be •>■ other cars racing » 
How about them?" 

"Look, dope." the Bos* said. "th« only r 
competition is from Harris and Jack~ 
They're the^>e*t"cTrsyer* and they've g 
best car*. With ihetrbout cf the way 
be all set," 

"Teah." said Stripes as he saw the 
of the Bo**' word*. 

"Betide*. - the Bo*» said. TyowH 
little gimmick/tn the car and i 
anyone's geeAg to beat you. well, gi 
a flat tire. kafc-a. ha ha." 

The Boss/ bre*e>fj his noisy tang 
a knock sounded at the door" of the 

"tome in." he yelled. 

A lean, young man with »« obvious look of 
authority came in snd presented 
Stripes instinctively slunk low, but f* 
kept his bearing. "What'a up. eenc 
asked. 

"I'm Detective Edwards. I'd just 
know how come a couple of it cone 1 
two developed such a strong interest 
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up today a ad I'd like to hear what you've ; 
a uy about it." 

"WelL" replied the Bos* with an air of in- 
nocence. ' ■ - gone as ( atraighi j . a couple 
of yardsticks. There's nothing you can pin on 
ui. Afttf all. a ->--. allowed to earn a living 
■' loaf aa it'e honest. 
"Yeah, the Bou ia right," Stripe* said in 

"W«IL" Edwards aaid glumly, "there's notb- 
- c ws> can pin oa you two. but we'll keep our 
ry t* oa you jutt the unx." 
"Pleated to be of anytsaistance." the Bom 
id whh a laugh. 

The neirt day the second and final qualifying 
race found Snipe* ready ih the cockpit, tak. . 
ing final instructions from the Fess. 

■Just like yesterday a job." he aaid to 
Stripe*. "Ill give yeas' the aignal around the 
tenth or eleventh lap. Then make a flat ttre 
■- our friend Jackaon and *t f« ready for the 
>tg dough neat «n k.~ 
Stripes followed the same routine. He laid 
w ia the rear until be got the signal. .Then 
i opened up and pulled his car up to the 
forward rank until be was about fifteen yards 
'- - '. Jackaoa'a speeding racer. But this time 
wasn't easy. Jackaon had apotted him in 
the mirror and thought gJr wanted to pass 
lim. He kept awrrving from side to side and 
(wit almost impossible for Stripes to get in 
good shot. They sped past the Boss' pit and 
tripes- graboed a quick ' look at the Boss' 
ngry face 

"III get him this time." he said to himself. 
Hard on Jackson's tail. Stripes roared along 
nil he felt he bad a good chance. Ht kicked 
he switch and held hit breath as he heard 
he gun go off. Suddenly, Jackaoa'a car c»- 
reened craiily across tfX* track and exploded 
;ainst the guard rail. Stripes caught a quick 
ok at the burning heap as he aped past. 
There- ware three laps to go in the final 
lalifications and Stripes knew that he was 
. He brought his racer in fourth without any 
rouble at all. / * — 'SaW! 

The Boss greeted* him joyfully at "the pit. 
"Great going." he sad. "You bad me warned 
" h a time, but I knew, you'd make it." 
Thanks," Stripes said with a grateful smile. 
They quickly wheeled the racer into the 
ted and removed the rifle. There were new 
three days before the big monfy~rece was to 
take place. Stripes' car was pitted against six 
others which had come through in the two 
itificstions tests, but the Boss wasn't, wor- 




ried. He had spj 

car constructed. Also. Stripes had developed 
into a pretty good racing dri 
portant of all, the main competition wis out 
of the way Jackaon and Harris ■>?.-«.-. the hos- 
pital and their cars wrre'iomplete wrecks! 
t For the neat two days the Boss and Stripes 
t spent all their time servicing the racer. Every 
part was checked and double-checked. Finally, 
the day before the race, the Boss announced 
that he was satisfied. They w«re about to lock 
up the abed and turn in for a good night's 
rest when there was a sharp rapping at the 
door. 

'The door was thrust open a-td detective I 
wards strode in. "You two are under arr 
he aaid aharply. 

Stripes jumped back, but the Boss r 
ealm. "What for?" be asked, 

"For attempts to murder Harris and . 
son ~ ■ 

"Don't be ridiculous." the Boss said with t 
same calm. They developed flats and w»nt s 
out of control. Wt had nothing to do with 

"How about this?"* Detective Edwards said 
aa he held up a copper cartridge case. "I found 
one of these out on the track after each race. 
Someone's been doing some shooting' on top 
of drivmg." 

The Boss stared at the case sullenly and 
then safd. "You can't prove we had anything 
to do with it." 

"Look, rat." Edwards said. "I studied th» 
movies e>f both races. Jj ■ — and Harris 
crashed right after your car pulled behind 
them. I'm quite sure that il I examine your 
car I will find the gun mounts which will be 
all the evidence we witt needT" 

SUDDENLY Stripes lunged at 
with a heavy wrench clutched men 
in bis hand. "So what if we did. 
screamed. "You "11 never live to tell 
about it!" 

Edwards braced himself as Stripes 
the wrench i r - be grabbed the crook's 

arm and threw him t» the ground with a bone- 
crushing thud. He lay sprawled on the ground 
of the shed in a dare and looked u*p to tee 
Edwards covering him and the Boss with his 
revolver. 

"Get up." the detective ordered. "You two 
art getting booked foe attempted murder! And 
don't try any funny stuff. I realty don't need 
this gun. I'm judo champ of the whole police 
force and can handle you two wnh one band 1" 
THE END 
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